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A BATTLE ROYAL. 


“The great Battle of Flowers organised by Poor Pa came off in the back-yard of ‘ The Mildeweries’ on Monday ofternoon last. I am rather afraid, 
though, that the affair did not meet with the success most of us anticipated. Vegetables, although all very well in their way, are most distinctly out of place 
in a spectacle of this description. The kindly forethought of our neiyhbours, therefore, in supplying us with cabbages, carrots, turnips, etc., however great a 
tribute it may have been to our popularity, was certainly not so much appreciated as it would have been under more favourable circumstances,” —Toorste. 


a 


THE UNPARDONABLE SIN.—(ALLEGORICAL.) A FEED AT THE GREYHOUND. 


oo 


ARTHUR CHAMBERS, according to Captain Charles John- 
son, “ was of low extraction and destitute of every amiable 
quality. From his very infancy he was addicted to pilfer- 
ing, and it iseven reported that before he was dressed in 
bov's clothes he committed several acts of theft.” 

We tind him first confined in Bridewell for some small 
offence, then imprisoned for a year and a half in Cornwall 
for passing bad money, He turns up again in London after 
this, and we are told that upon his arrival he entered an 
wlehouse in Long Lane and called fora pot of beer anda 
slice of bread and cheese, after disposing of which he entered 
into conversation with the other persons in the room about 
the rogueries of London and the advantages of a country 
life, and wound up a long speech by saying, “Look ye, 
gentlemen, F can pick a pocket as well as any man in Britain, 
and yet, though I say it, Eam-as honest as the best English. 
man breathing. Observe that country gentleman passing 
by the window there, 1 will engage to rob him of his 
watch, though it is broad daylight.” 

A wager of ten shillings was instantly taken, and Cham- 
bers hastened after the gentleman, whom he stopped to 
inquire of him the nearest way to Kaave's Acre, The 
gentleman replied that he him-elf wished to know the way 


fields, which Chambers pointed out: and while the 

, There were not three greater friends in the work! than Brown, the painter ; Yet now Brown and Robin-on righteonely cut Jones deal. They wonder how Meer lent ke re fied a ort the ob ete directed he 

, “+ the novelist; ana Robinson, the dramatist. They admired each other, — they could have nourished such a viper in their respective bosoms," He has dune ener REM UT exes naa Lor bbed he if his watcl L 
“frach other, and woukl have died for each other—cech wes so ananecessful, them the greatest injury that man can do his fellows—Aae has suecreded 2 attention to, the other casily ru im vf his watch, anc 


158 


hurrying back to the alehouse, claimed his wager, What became 
of the wateh is not stated, 

A short time after this he saw a raw countryman in the company 
of some thimbie-rizgers, and, tapping him on the shonider, inquired 
hat part he came from, and if he would like a place as a gentle. 

‘w servant, Robin suid that he had come to town to find one, 
*TLeanattord to pay vou four pounds a vear standing wazes, and 
six shillings a week bourd wages and all cast-off clothes, which are 
none of the "wid our adventurer, at which Robin was im- 

ely Ioand at once struck the bargain, Chambers 
nd, Robin being placed behind, they drove to an 
» dinner was ordered, and Robin sat down with his 
merster and inade a hearty meal, During its course, Chambers 
tulked of the tricks of the town, and informed him that presently 
the servants of the inu would be asking him to play at cards, when 
he would surely be chea and therefore if he had any money it 
would be best to let his master take care of it. Poor Robin accor. 
dingly produced his little store, which Chambers pocketed and 
swiggered out of the inn, never to return. 

The landlady of The Greyhound, at St, Albans, was a bright-eyed, 
merry woman, and Chambers, being often at the house, was on 
terms of great familiarity with the household, One evening he 
arrived with his clothes besmenred with mud, and stated that he 
had been set upon by three footpads, but had beaten them off, and 
after many condolences and congratulations he invited all the 
travellers staying in the house, and the Isndlord and landlady, to 
sup with him, ‘The best was placed on the table, and a jolly even- 
ing set in. The bottles circulated freely, and the landlady sang 
several songs, Chambers taking care that her glass never remain 
long og ok 

Ina short time he saw. with glee. that all his companions, with 
the solitary exception of the landlord, had fallen asleep, and he 
proposed that they should be carried to bed, whereupon two or 
three stout fellows performed that oftice, Chambers obligingly 
lending his assistance and taking care that the travellers’ watches 
and money should repay him for the trouble. 

Le't alone with the landlord, he proposed that they should hav® 
another bottle, and still another followed before the landlord was 
in a condition to be conveyed to rest. Chambers then retired to his 
room, but not tosleep. When he felt sure that the wine had taken its 
full effect upon the unlucky host and hostess, he crept into their 
chamber and extracted what property he could conveniently carry 
away. Ry dawn he had dressed Rimsell in the best suit of clothes 
that his bottle companions could atYord, called for the horse of the 
person whose clothes he now wore, left two guineas with the 
waiter to pay his bill, gave half a crown to the ustler and rode off 
for London. 

A curious story about Chambers we told in No. 153 of the 
“Watr-Hovipay.” All we have now to add is, that he was 
executed at Tyburn. in 1703, in the twenty-eighth year of his age. 

(Newt week, Trial by Jury.) 
————— 
Bax GARDNING. 

The eal nex doreay bin a-goin off itt. She av maik a bloomin 
sallad off our bitt of potry sett in mustid an cres so as no wards is 
lefft. Mee and bil av chuck gardning owin to evy ranes, 

e 


* ° * ° * 
Wott's this?) The wurds iss cummin upp affter all only they 
ain't the rite ones, The gal nex dore itt is her wurk. “You 2 
BOISE 188 DURTY PIGGS!” 
(Order newt weaks number erli.) 


—— 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
= 
*.° Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped encclupe large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


You should gladly have it, VODKA, Were it in our power to gire. 
Tlow could you crpeet, DISGUSTED, Such a thing as that to lite. 
Tt ia your aair, SALLADIN ; You must please yourself, of courer, 
Surely you hare heard, A BACKER, Of the Ancicnt's famona horse? 
Sorry that we gannet tell you, Ask a lawyer, C, A N.; Compli- 
cated irgal questions, Are beyond the Mildewed's ken, Thats a 
pity, C8. Bintox, No, we hacen't, Fortunes Foon, Jie not 
judge him harshly, READER, Ile was merely Thy's tool, That's a 
‘great eepense that ALLY, A. H. GREKT, Could not afford, Rest 
contented, SLOPERITE, That Luaset shall have an Award.” Net 
the apace at prisent, THORALD, Quite delightful, Kissy Kiss. Jt 
will be your loss, KALLARNEY 5 Only think shat you sill miss, 

ee 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Cireulation of any Illustrated Duper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
acepted, post free: 
3 months, 16. 6d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6. 6d. 
In Stampa ov P.6.0.28 payable to GULBERT DALzitt, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, Lonpos, E.C, 


Shire Cards will be sent post free ta Newsagents on application, 


PARIS, 
On sale at all Kivaques and Booksellers, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE LA BANQUE, 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


oO 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Bon, or Girt 
(Railway Sercants on duty execpted ), who shall happen to meet 
with hisve her death in'a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are traeclling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the eurrent raaue of © MAY Storen’s HALF- 
Hon way” be found upon the Deecased at the time of the Accident, 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S IIALE-HOLIDAY” da published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 welock, and the 
Inaurance laste one week from that time, eapiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


——>— 


On the Course. 
. First Backer. 1 somehow distrust that bookmaker Sharkey, that 
we »ut our money on with. 
Neond Backer. Oh, Lexpect he's all right. You should never 
judge by appearances, you know, | 
First Backer. 1 dou't, Lm judging by disappearances—he's 


bolted. =," 


Sie looked on him with orbits clear, 
Aud softly murmured, * Ere we part, 
Tell, tell me truly, Georgie, dear, 
1€ I am nearest to your heart }» 
Ne answered, “ No!" She wept with woe, 
Till, toying with her golden ringlet, 
He cried, “ My love, I answered ‘No,’ 
Because—you're net a woollen singlet 2" 


Old M.P. What was it that struck you particularity during your 


recent campaign? 
Young MP. (just elected), Well, as nearly as I can remember, 
six rotten eg3s, a bag of flour, and a couple of dead cats. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAYs. 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 577.—The “ Alfouso” Costume. 


! “George, dear, why do these 

- brilliant young authors always live 
in the top attics?’ “Perhaps it 
is becau<e they cannot live on their 


Artist. Mind! the Bro isn't dry. 
first stories.” [But she couldn't see th. 


Ubliqing Porter, Oh, that don't siggerfy. 
My clothes is old. . 


He, Have you seen the pictures yet ? 

She. No, but 1 am going to the Acailemy next week. 

He. Oh, 1 don't mean thow nictures, don't you know, I was talking of the 
living pictures, at the Palace Theatre, 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 
No, 57.—Miller. 


“Does that novel end happily?" “ Don't 
know. It only says they were marrivl.” 


a PPL 


{Saturday, May 18, 1295, 


First Man. So old Venter's dead, is he? 
Neeand Man, Oh, ses, died last year; but his widow still cary, , 
cn the mones-lending business. ree 
Firat Man. Ah, then she might quite correctly be described 4. 
loan widow, eh! ; : 
[Aad his pal amote him fiercely upon the chest 


s 
Mre. Penhecher. John, you are a perfect fool ! 
Mr, Penhecker, Thank you, dear. 
Mra, Penhecker, What for? 
Mr. Penheoker, For the compliment, my dear. It is somethj;, 
wonderful for you to acknowleder that I win perfect iu anythin: 


s 
The Manager. 1 say, look here, you know, this will never «1. 
you know unhappy endings are all the fashion, and yet you go 4), 
marry your hero and heroine in the end. ee 
The Author, Well, and that's all right, isn’t it? You couldn; 
have auything more tragic. *° 


JoxeEs to hia wife reads aloud ev'ry night, 
And clandestinely yawneth his hearer ; 

For politics, novels, and versicles bright 
Never interest, comfort, or cheer her. 


But. stay! There is just exe exception, indeed. 
No yawn covered oer by her hand’ll 

Appear on her face, when her husband doth read 
Of sume current “ Society Scandal.” 


s 
Father (severely). Um sure 1 don't know what 1 shall do with 
you at all, no one can believe a word you say. Don't you kuww 
that you will never be able to earn a living by telling lies? 
Little Willie Whopper. Don't you believe it, father, don't you 
believe it. 1'm going to bea turf prophet when I grow up. 


Wife (sailing in in her new ball dress). There, what a 
think of ie eaves very little to be desired, doexn't it . ao 
Husband (with a snort), And very little to the imagination. 


« 

“IT isa mistake on the part of « journalist to allow his landlord 
to become awarg of the nature of his profession, for if he does nv: 
write up and praise the district in which he is living he ix con. 
sidered selfish and ungrateful: while if he does, he makes i: 
popular and his rent is raised.” A 


s 

Mra. Jawkins, V€ you take my advice, you'll send the mis-is 
down to Brighton for a week or two. When Jawkins was getting 
over the intluenza he was down there for a fortnight, aud it mace 
hima new man. 

Mr. Serewkine. Then 1 am sure I shall not think of allowin: 
Mrs. Screwkins to go there, for | do not desire her tu become a 
New Woman. ee 

7 


First Actor, What an awful bragger that man Bouncely is— 
secms regularly blown out with conceit. 

Seoond Actor, Doesn't he! 1 fancy he must have been born in 
the neighbourhood of some gas works, 


Ilia Spouse, And, George, tell ‘ne, dear, you are sure you lov 


me still 
He (testily). Gracious, yes; wouldn't 1 vive almost anythin; 
for one hour s real quict. *,° [And then she sulkei. 


WHILE maidens walked for exercise, 
No manly airs assuminz, 

What joy lit up their gentle eyes 
When poets called them bloom-inz. 

But now that maidens bike and trike 
(Their virile leanings humouring). 

Think, poets, think how well they like 
To be eulogised ns bloomer-ing ! 


s 
Young Curate. 1 cannot understand how it ia, but there isalwiss 
a larger collection on those Sundays when the length of the sermon 
happens to be curtailed, 
College Friend, 1 should put it down to gratitude. 


The Womaa (who wanted to). Let me sce, you married your fir: 
cousin, dear, did you not? 

The Woman (eho did), Yes, indeed ; but I'll never marry + 
second. “1 


Wiggs. 1 don't like the louk of that fellow Shiftly—he has such 
dishonest-looking eyes. 

Wagga. Well, now you come to mention it, I confess they dv 
look a bit stecly. * 


She. Oh, ves, there's no denying Miss Dowdeigh is—well—er— 
somewhat plain ; but she is a very noble girl. a 

He (ungallantly), Yes, Lagree with you there—no belle is Just 
as | should describe her. *, 


A MAN is bad when he mistakes the sun for a pancake, and tries 
to squeeze a lemon on it. A good man is worse when he sto» 
down and gnawa the door-mat under the impression that 
mustard and cress. He is worsest of all when he starts cookiv:. 
and chucks his manmma-in-law’s stays into the big sauce} 
because he takes ‘em for neck of mutton. 


* ‘ 

Fireman (at top of escape). Come along, man. Wurry up, if you 
wish to save your life. 

Man (ia the smoke), No, thanks ; I'd just as soon £0. If} save 
my life, my mother-in-law will always swear that J pet, the house 
on fire smoking in bed, contrary to he: instructions. It’ Dest as it 
is. Good-bye. os [Amd he went. 

s 


The Man (who was in love), Gwendolen Maltravers! 
a perfectly sweet name! No wonder she is so lovely ! 
not be ugly with such a name as that. : 2. 

The Woman (rho wasn't), That's why she took it, 1 spo 
in preference to Maria Blinks.” A 


Oh, whet 
She cowed 


WITHIN a score of rooms where Monsieur eats. 
A score of waiters fainted—dazed, dumbfounded ; 

And fifty loungers in Parisian strects al! 
Heard sounds that made them drop—amazed, astoun’e’ 


And well might this be thus. For seventy folk 
Had seen a thing unheard of in their nation ; 
Had met, in France, sn Englishman who spoke, 
french language with the French pronunciation. 
se 


s 
Young Sharpahina, What is a record, dad? 
Old Sharpshins. A. record, my son, is similar to a prem 
thing made only to be broken. 
se 
* allot 
The O'Flaherty. Sure, and there's no gettin’ out of it at en 
abl! The Oirish is the nuldest languaze on the face of the uae 
Why, wasn’t one of the foinest stars we have called O Ry any 
an ancestor of my own on the mother’s soide, begorrah ! 


isrra 


READ THE NEW TALE OF LIFE IN LONDON. 
WARHAWKS; 
The Mysteries of the city 


Or, 
LIVES OF THE BUSY BEE AND THE IDLE DRONE. 


ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HALFPENS*- 


ane 
Ho 
thi 


saturday, May 18, 1895.] 
TOOTSIE AT THE ACADEMY. 


_—so 


Or course the present exhibition at the Royal Academy fs not 
tothe usual standard, 
The exhibition never is. It is a way it has got into, and is not 
likely to get 
out of, It 
would be dis- 
wupeiation the 
public if there 
were any im- 
provement. 
The public 
nowadays dues 
not gush—at 
least nbout the 
pictures, = At 
the private 
view there is 


up 


= 


plenty to look 
at and = think 
nnd talk about 
besides the pic- 
tures, There 
certainly are 
pictures, which 
you will find 
hung on the 
walls; but 
what you really 
have to attend 
toisthe SMART 
Frock, Also 
it may be men- 
tioned what is 
inside the 
smart frock — 
possibly an 
actreas—gener- 
ally deserves, and certainly obtains, due consideration. I won't goas 
firastosay that the exhibition would be as well without the pictures 
because that would be unkind to the artista, who, I believe, live by 
selling them, or borrowing money from friends until they finda 
purchaser, However, they themselves, I think, must allow that 
the walls are rather over-pictured, and that the sight of a thousand 
or two painfully bright paintings is calculated to give an unpre- 
judiced spectator a rather bid headache. This opinion is that 
of most well-regulated girls, but not, | believe, of the generality 
of artists, nor of that dreadful class of persons called 
crities, 

Among the pictures likely to be most discussed is Sir Frederic 
Leighton’s “Flaming June,” which represents a young female 

erson in diaphanous draperies of flaming orange, who lis tied 
Lamelt inn double knot and lost the key, “ Lachryme.” I learn 
from the newspaper, is “a Grecian ‘ 

mourner robed in blick and muted 
uzure, crowning with wreaths the 
urn of the beloved dead in a grove, 
through which the blaze of sun- 
lizht penetrates.” Iam not aware 
how much a line is paid for these 
tlowery observations, but they read 
well, 

sir J. E. Millais contributes a 
weird and ghostly subject that he 
calls “Speak ! Speak!" What the 
zhost had got to speak about is 
chietly left to the imagination, but 
when it began it no doubt had o 
good lot to say. 

Mr. Frank Dicksee depicts the 
tragic love of Paolo and Francesc:, 
They appear to be sorry for it and 
he kisses the hand and not the lips 
of the lady, A critical party lets 
xo thusly: “Not so did Rossetti 
conceive the scene in his never-tu- 
be-forgotten design. The kiss was 
the thing that united the lovers for 
all eternity, the symbol of that 
which, even in the raging whirl- 
winds of hell itself, preserved them 
from the lowest depths of despair.” 

1 wonder whether painters mean 
ull that when they are mixing 
their colours. I often wonder, too, 
\ hether certain actors and actresses 
tre not awfully surprised to tind 
what they meant when they read 
the notices in some of the papers 
next dag, 

Mr. A. Hacker's “Daphne” is really a_splendid display of 
artistic nbility. Dad, though, asserts that Daphne appears as if 
rhe had been caught in a spider's web, 

Mr, Gotch's * Death the Bride” ix a striking picture. Poor Pa 
ae it rosie him more of an attack of the jim-jams than any 

vitae Clse, 

Mr. Forbes’s “Smithy” is a good bit of work, and will be a 
favourite, I should think. 

Sir. J. KE. Millais’s “St. Stephen” is powerful and impressive, 
and Mr, Watts's “ Outcast—Good Will” again sets one wondering. 
Inde.d, this year’s pictures are full of puzzles. 

Although the Indies from the theatres were, as a rule, a little 
overdressed at the private view, Mrs. Grundy will probably find 
pleuty of undraped young persons upon the walls, among which 
may men- 
tioned Mr. Rich- 
mond's “ Aphro- 
dite.” 

Of portraits 
there nre, o 
course, a large 
supply, and ter- 
ribly  unlovely 
some of them 
are, What ou 
earth makes 
these poor plain 
people 

get 
A them- 
Seciv ey 
Pune 
T wonder? Have 
they no friends or 
relations to 
reason with them 
kindly but firm- 
ly?) What is the 

estination of 
these unsightly 
dvubs?) What 
drawing - rooms 
are to be made 
unbearable = by 
them? But there 
? . is one exception. 
and that is by the hand of a very old friend of mine, G. P. Jacomb- 
Hood, His * Portrait” is oue of the most palatable pictures in 
Us year's Academy. 


“Death the Bride.”"—T. G. Gorcu. 


“A Portrait."—G. P, Jacomp-Hoopb, 


“ Daplune."— A. HACKER, ABA, , 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY- 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE $4” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


gS torer's PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 

SCRI ON OF AN EMINENT PHYSICIAN 
PRACTISING IN THE WEST END OF LONDON, 
und will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint, Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachic Aifections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Breath, Costiveness, Headache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, etc. 


ONE BOX DID IT. 


eee 


The Institute for the Treatment of Inebriety. 
237 George Street, Glasgow, 
April 22nd, 1895. 
MESSRS. GURDEN ¢€ CO. 
GENTLEMEN,—Since receiving box of 
Stoper’s Piuzis I have steadily improved in 


health, and now have much pleasure in adding 
my testiinony. I am no longer troubled with 
giddiness, nervousness, costiveness, headache, 
disturbed nights, and unpleasant dreams. 


With sincere thanks, 
I am, yours gratefully, 


K. MURRAY. 
(Nurse Attendant.) 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES HOT KEEP SLOPER’S PILLS 
SEND 912 IN STAMPS TO 


THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURD N & CO., 
80 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


——_.- 


THE LATE GORDON FRASER. 


.WE must crave a pardon for returning once again to this 
distreasing subject ; one that we would now glad] ury among 
the painful memories of the past. But there is Fraser's family 
to be considered—the widow and children, for whose. benefit we 
are selling the dead man's drawings at 10s, exch. Poor fellow ! 
Little did he dream, as he limned those humorous sketches of his, 
the sad use to which they were so soon to be put. The whole 
aftair is so inexpressib!y ead, so painfully tragic, that no words of 
ours are needed to awaken the ssmpathies of the public; the case 
must everywhere arouse the deepest feelings of pity and regret. 
Time may soften the blow for the bereaved ones, but in the mean- 
while wd kindly help is urgently needed, and each drawing we 
can sell will tend to tighten the dark aspect of the future. 


— eee 


A LOVERS’ TIFF. 


WHAT, after all, is n lovers’ quarrel? 

When he has taken back his hasty, angry words, and she has 
dried the crystal tear from the corner of her delightful eve with a 
Ince handkerchief of nbout the size of a Parcels Post label, what 
does a lovers’ titf amount to? 

(Replies to the above, accompanied by the sender's vaccination 
certificate and seven stamps, will be received up to last post on 
Monday, 27th). 

It nll arose over his getting meanly out of taking her to see the 
swells going to Her Majesty's Drawing Room. She said she had 
no doubt in her own mind that he “ was in much more pleasaut 
company,” that of course she “ couldn't expect him to devote the 
whole of his time to der,” and finally, that “if he wanted his 
freedom she would not pursue him in the Courts, wouldn't brenk 
his oftice windows, or bung up the eye of the next girl she met him 
with with a chunk of mud.” Then, in his nasty, hasty temper he 
yelled in reply : 

“Oh, pray do anything you fancy. Whatever you do, or think, 
or say, or nre, it’s nothing to me. absolutely nothing !” 

Then he left her—strode from the room, in fact. Lovers who 
learn their business from the precepts @f the Loadva Juuraal 
always stride from the room after kicking up a scene. 

Then twelve hours rolled te 

And they met—met where the nobility and aristocracy of Clapham 
Common go fora pipeand a promenade between the tea and supper 
houra—and their eyes met also. 

Two minutes later they sat upon the lovers’ bench, and once 
more spoke of love, 

“Of course, darling,” she enid, “I forgive you, very, very fully, 
but vou were a bit ‘orty last night, saying | was ‘nothing’ to 
yon, 

“J did not finish the sentence, sweetest,” he hastened to asaure 
her—he was a bit of a lyre himself—“ what I meant was that you 
were literally nothing, use nothing in the world is perfect, and 
that yuu certainly are. a 


——— ‘ 


THE ONLY WAY. 


Iady Visitor. T want my portrait to appear in your paper. 

The Editor. Oh '!—oh '—yes, very tlattered, I'm suree—er—er—are 
you going to be married! 

Lady Visiter, Oh, no; Tam married, 

The Editor, Humph! Can't put you in as a bride, then. Are 
you an actress or singer? 

Iady Visitor (draciay herself up), Oh. dear, no! 

The Editor, That won't do, then. Do you suffer from any 
incurable complaint ? ‘3 

Lady Visitor (with a stony stare), Sir, 'm perfectly healthy ! 

The Editor, That's « pity; otherwise 1 could have run you in 
among the patent medicine advertisements, As it is, madam, I am 
afraid that your only chance is to get divorced, and then 1 shall be 
pleased to publish your purtrait as the charming divorcee. Good 
morning! 


THE LODGER. 


= 

THERE was trouble in Mr. Samuel Wagtail’s commonplice and 
usually complacent soul, and he found a difficulty in digesting it. 
Ax indeed he might 
do, it being the most 
indigestibl product 
of the whole dietetic 
system, 

There was some- 
thing both exaspera- 
ting and_ terrifying 
ju Wagtail’s trouble, 
something both tan- 

ible and intangible, 

th grave and ri- 
diculous, For it took 
the shape of “the 
lodger.”” Oh, that 
lodger! What blis« 
to grip him fairly by 
the throat! And as 
this thought struck 
him, Samuel stopped 
dead upon the subur- 
ban pavement and } 

lared so ferociously 
Into) vacancy, that 
a timid urchin 
creeping unwillingly 
to school backed 
ations to the wall 
and held his breath 
in pecan of a pos- 
sible maniac. 

Samuel wasa wharf- 
inger'sclerk,and had 
for the past twelve 
months enjoyed the bliss of matrimony ; such bliss, at least, as can 
be purchased for a hundred-and-twenty a year. He was not hand- 
xome, he was not brilliant. he was not even an athletic young 
fellow, but he was steady, frugal, and unassuming, and his Emily 
appeared devoted to him. He had first met her at a small country 
town during his annual fortnight’s holiday, and after a brief 
courtship had borne her away to such a Camberwellian Eden as his 
couple of pounds a-week sufticed to maintain. But even an Eden is 
incomplete without its serpent, and Emily suggesting that an 
exira hebdomadal half-sovereign would be a nice addition to their 
means, it was agreed that if possible a lodger should be secured. 
And thus the gate was opened to the serpent. 

Not that there was anything serpent-like in the outward aspect 
of James Spindler, who had now for five weeks occupied the com- 
bined bed-sitting room at 3 Elysium Terrace, yet from the very 
first had Samuel doubted, What meant the incessant attentions 
bestowed upon this good-looking. well-dressed young jackanapes 
(“quite a boy,” Emily termed him) who had apparently nothing to 
do? What right had she 
to continually invite him 
into their own particular 
sitting-room of an 
evening on the plea that 
he must be lonely up- 
stairs? And what meant 
the exchange of signiti- 
cant glances, smilex, and 
whispers, that constantly 
appeared to be pacoing 
between them? Na: 
was it possible that t 
presence of the extremely 
stall servant-girl the 
household — maintained 
would serve to debar 
thera from enjoying ench 
other's society, while he 
was daily slaving away 
at the office? Verily, 
the “never dying worm’ 
of jealousy was hard at 
work on poor Samuel's 
vitals ! 

And on this particular 
morning he found it im- 
possible to work. Seated 
at his desk in the dreary 
solitude of the dim little 
oftice, » prexentiment of 
coming evil enveloped 
himlikeapall. Glancing 
aimlessly at the morning 
mper, he was about to throw it nside, when certain words met 
his eye that fired every drop of blood in his veins. 

What purported to be on interview with a celebrated lawyer, n 
great authority on divorce, occupied about a column of the paper, 
and the words burning themselves into Samuel's brain were these : 
“In the lower-middle, and upper-lower classes 1 invariably tind 
that at least 90 per cent of divorce cases are attributable to one 
common cause, and that cause is ‘the lodger’!” 

“The lodger,” repeated Samuel, “nye, the lodger!” Then 
jumping like 8 madman from his stool, he crammed his hat hastily 
upon his head, and calling to the boy in an outer den to keep an 
eye on the office, he rushed forth. “Out he goes, neck and crop!” 
he muttered, feverishly, as he sped Camberwell wards, 

It was midday, when, unobserved, he stealthily entered the back 
door of his erstwhile little paradise, The kitchen wax empty, the 
girl probably upstairs ; and ioiselessly he crept towards the sitting- 
room from whence, 
the door being 
open, issued the 
sound of voices, 
Even as he reached 
it he distinctly 
heard Emily's voice 
say, * My darling!” 
and bursting in like 


Backed to the wall. 


Seated at his desk. 


a hurricane he con- 
fronted his wife and 
the lodger. 


“Minion!” he 
shrieked. “Scoun- 
drel! Villain! You 
have ruined my life 
and happiness!" / 
And with that he 
burst into tears. 

“Sam,” said his 
wife’s voice calmly, 
“don't a fool. 
This young gentle- 
man is my old 
friend, Jenny Spen- 
cer, She has run 
away from her 
guardian, who has 
been trying to force 
her into « hateful 
marriage, and 
dreading pursuit 
has adopted masculine attire. She will be of age in another three 
months, and then—but you shall hear the whole story when you 
are more composed,” 


“You have rainad my life.” 
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of her friewds whose portraits have not yrt heen inserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


ZPx, 


, “Althoush Dick's picture wis 
i — ; rejected by the Academy authorit, 

wat aottO™, SHE, LOST HER AUNT'S MILLIONS. ones pen Kia Sse Be 

“ What du you thin my new Spring hat 7" © Oh, lovely, Aunt ; for it. — Barta 
ak Joe hepa ak Ate pevesoouget” INTERRUPTED STUDIES. A CONSTABLE OF THE B DIVISION. From Later of Young Laly, 
4% Miss Sloper will be delighted to receice photographs from thote DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—THE QUEEN OF HOLLAND. 


@ a 


xen 


\\ 


Directly Wilhelmina, the little Queen of Holland, set foot on the shores of Albion, Bargomaster of Rotterdam, the inventor of Dutch cheeses, —-(3) There war 
A. SLOPER presented himself, as leader of Art and Literature, as applied to humour = Vanderscamp Van Sloper, the famous painter ; doubtless you have many of his wo be 
of the present day, and possessor of the most renowned of all comic journals,to her — in your Royal Palace. He was, aa you are aware, Teniers’ only rival.—(4) There 
angust mother, the Queen Regent, and craved an audience for the purpose of inter- was Vanderpelt Van Sloper, the reat distiller, who first introduced Hollaud: int 
viewing the chill-Queen, as A. SLOPER 80 prettily put it. It is unnecessary to say this country, yet we are so slow in recognising true worth that T blush to tell yon 
that the Queen Regent at once gave her gracious permission, and introduced the we have as yet not raised a statue to his .——(8) Then, last but not least. 
Eminent Littérateur to her Royal daughter——(1) A. SLOPER bowed low before there was the great fighting Admiral, he Van Sloper, a man of Dutch metal, whe 
Her Youthful Majesty, and felt like a prince in a fairy tale. “Oh, mamma!” cried — came over with William of Orange.” “IT think, my love,” said the Queen Regent 
the young Queen, laughing gaily and ng her hands with delight, “it opens and — the Qneen,” you really must make Mr. SLOPER & Baron after what he has informe! 
shuts its mouth and moves ita eges like my new doll!" “Hush, my child!” said the —ua.”— “Oh, yes, mamma! what fun!” cried the Queen, “ Please, Mr. SLOrEK. will 


2 f Queen Regent, and whispered to her little daughter. “But I thought it wasa mask, — you give me your sword, and kneel down.” “With pleasure, your Majesty,” su! 

F No, 391.—Miss HESTRR BUKTON, mamina,” said the Queen, “ Playful child,” murmured A. SLOPER, then, turning to A. SLOPRR, aud knelt before the youthful Queen, who tapped him on his crauiut. 

“My life can know nu happiness without her.” the Queen Regent, “The sense of humour in one so young, madam, is simply aud said, “ Rise, Baron Alexander Van Sloper!” and Baron Alexander Van Slo! 
—The Pook Snook, remarkable. Cannot you allow Her Majesty to coutribute tothe *HALP-HOLIDAY’?” —_ rose, and on taking leave of their Majesties remarked that he was sure his fails 


© 4 love like mine must surely win its way.” —tLord Bob, Then to the Queen, “ Your Majesty, it will, 1 am sure, gratify you to know that some — would be delighted, and that he hoped before returning to Holland that the Queen 
“ Swile, darling, smile upou your fond adorer.”— The Hun, Billy. of my most renowned ancestors were Dutch.—(2) ‘There was Haus Van Sloper,  Regeut would bring the Queen to Mildew Court aud take a cup of tea with the Barouess. 


McBUNG OUTDONE. 


WN 
ee 


aS DENI, 
(1) As the Elder was aire Ege re-t the other Sabbath (2) McBung said, “ A‘Il teach the neice to enjoy hisself on the (3) As he departed hastily by the short cut, he said, “There's nae thankfulness in 
¥. Sabbath. world for trying tae keep fulks in the path of virtue.” 
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Ye: Geseefulle Care: 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Good morning, most noble friends and patrons, Gad, what a crowd of you! I'mright glad to what on earth could he do laa ?—The gifted Henry's (atest part, Teafter his artistic heart :— 
see that the many opposition shows do not seem to have affected the popularity of mine. Walk up, The Mildew Court team will, I hear, Knock all their rivals out this year :—A boatswain or a 
ull of you, please: 1 won't keep you waiting; we're just going to ring up the curtain. There, drummer he, Most firmly had reaoleed to be :—The championship will draw, methinks, Some 
are you all comfortably seated? That's right, then We'll start tite performance at once.— The — thousands to St, Andrew's links :— Treuld seem that all the lowers that be, Upon the ladies’ hats 
eluquence of John Millais, His hearers carried elcan away :—An awkward method of egress, But we sce,—Va, ta! till next week——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


NO ULTERIOR MOTIVE 


The Dear Old Professor (who has hastened to the assistance of a boy 
he has seen in the middle of « field shrieking dismally, and frantically 
waving apparent signals uf distress), My poor boy, where is your 
pain? 

Poor Boy. What yer mean, y’ ‘ule fule? Caru’t ye see I be 
frightening t birds ¢ 


Jawlins, Luv'ly spot, atu't it ?— yet ‘ardly anybody comes ‘ere, 

‘plawkins (consetous of carrying a fair portion of the“ spot" away 
wuh him on his Jeet). Pity they don't, I'm sure! there wouldn't ve ; x 
veh a coutonuded lot of the dodga:ted place lett, if they did. “Noy lor mgsel’. 


Cau I get you any more, Jones ¢ 
Jones. Yerb ; get me upztairs. 


© Ail you're sure you want me for myself, Dick 2? 


New Woman (who has taken Jones down to r-fiesher after waltz). 


Te ae! a ee : _ “ ee 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. ~ 


_— 


It is during what the poet Johnny has termed the merry month 
of Mag, that a lirge iutlua of the clergy occurs in the Metropolis ; 
that the Strand teems with 
ministers of all denomina- 
tions, and the immediate 
neighbourhood of Exeter 
Hall is alive with ‘em, 
The ostensible reason, of 
course, that brings these 
worthy gentlemen to town 
is the May Meetings, but 
there have been instances, 
we are sorry to say, when 
this annual gathering of 
“the cloth” has been but 
the excuse for a high old 
time in town, Many 
young men there are, too, 
who, like Mr. Barwick's 
curate from — Cheedle, 
urvive in « suckling stage 
of innocence, and have 
their eyes opened very 
considerably during their 
stay, and, furthermore, 
enjoy the process ex- 
tremely. Well, well! we 
atl like a little fun now 
and again, and we don’t at 
all wynder at anyone 
becoming heartily sick of 
Cheedle. 76 


WIDESPREAD surprise has been expressed that the report of 
A. SLOPER's great speech at the Academy Banquet appeared in so 
few journals. We have even heard it whispered thane this was 
owing to the Mildewed One's oration coming after the fourth 
bottle, but that this ix a gross libel all who properly know the 
natare of the man will yeauily admit, 

ss 
s 

THE evergreen Charles Coborn 18 on tour, and has been fairly 
knocking ’em at Leicester, Stockton-on-Tees, and other big towns. 
Enthisiastic audiences have assembled to greet the great comedian 
whore new song, “ Four Fingers and a Thumb,” bids fair to riva 
the popular “ Man Who Broke the Bank "—goes down like shandy 

ff in hot weather. Bravo, Charlie, you are indeed a worthy 
Barer of that proud and fought-for title, F.0.8, 
ss 


s 
THE air is thick with rumours of ropeeed clubs for sports- 
women, and the hitest idea is a Ladies’ Driving Club, membership, 
of course, limited to 
the fair sex. Several 
well-known figures in 
Society, like Lady Brooke, 
are accomplished whips, and 
van tool a tandem or four- 
in-hand team with equal 
ease, and it will be the 
Club's endeavour to enrol 
among its members all 
those ladies who have won 
notoriety for their skill in 
handling the ribbons. The 
Meet of the Ladies’ Driving 
Club should be a function 
that should rival that of 
the Coaching or Four-in- 
Hand. Pid 


THE South London 
Palace has been the scenes 
of grent deeds during the 
lust week or two, A_pro- 
fessor of the noble science 
of Mesmerism has laid him- 
self out to prove that the 
popular trance business, so 
dear to the hearts of fre- 
quenters of the Royal 
Aquarium, is all_ humbug. 
However South Londoners 
may feel in the matter, 
A. SLOPER is bound to 
confess that the genial professor failed to convince him that such 
was the fact. However, the other items on the programme ure 
excellent, and the Eminent left the hall perfectly satisfied with 
the evening's entertainment. *.° 


A FAREWELL dinner of the Rumfooszlers’ Club will be held on 
the occasion of A. SLOPER'S departure for the sea. From what we 
have heard of the arrangements it will be a wet—n very wet— 
evening. *° 


THE Crumbling Structure has this dav been pleased to confer the 
“Award of Merit” upon 8. W. Cowl, becawae he's a popular 
Plymouth comedian, *“ ¥esther," chortled the Cerulean Orbed, aa 
he edged gently towards the door, “ wot heyes you ‘ave got for 
spottin’ talent, to be sure. To look at them 4 boiled-‘ard 
fishy hoptics of yourn you wouldn't think you cou! id vee a yard 
beyond your strawberry, but——” But at this stage the Aged 
went for him like a tiger, and the rest of Alexandry's remarks were 
absulutely unreport:uble. *,° 


PLAYGoEns in search of something light and palatable in the 
way of amusement—and during these warm evenings their name is 
legion — would 
well advised in 
pasing a visit to 
the Strand Theatre. 
Fanny is a comedy 
which even the 
most confirmed 
anti-humorist 
would find very 
difficult to sit 
through without 
bursting out into 
convulsive laugh. 
ter. Among the 
company engaged 
in enacting this 
really funny play 
special mention 
must be made of 
J. L. Shine, T. P. 
Haynes, and May 
Whitty. - 

Ld ig 

THERE is still 
hope for China, It 
is reported from 
that country that a 
body of Chinese 
women, five thou- 
sand xtrong, have 
armed themselves, and have threatened to drive the Japanese 
juirnder from their country. It will be interesting to see what 
the genial Jap will do when confronted with this formidable force, 


P + 
ene ra ae a4 ‘ 
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WE must confess to a certain feeling of disappointment 
witnessing a representation of the new ballet at the Empire. 
Probably we had expected too much : 
or, perhaps, we are too well acyuainted 
with the tragedy of Faust to appreciate 
it in ite present guise. At any rate, in 
our estimation, the new spectacle can- 
not be classed with such ballets as The 
Girl I Left Behind Me, Round the 
Tuwn, ete. One scene, though, we 
readily admit, delighted us exceed. 
ingly. That was the last, where Mar. 
guerite, surrounded by angels, is 
depicted looking sorrowfully at Faust, 
This scene is, undoubtedly, the redeem. 
ing feature of the ballet, and should 
goa long way towards making it an 
average success. *,° 


ALTHOUGH  eceaesid for the 
summer season onls, we ure pleased to 
hear that the management of the real 
ice skating rink at Niagara have 
lowered their prices. Admission rates 
of three and five shillings a head most 
ore not supe to the popular 
taste. + increase in patronage can 
he noticed by the most casunl observer, 
Wecontidently predict that the sunnmer 
season will be » most successful one, 


TNE rumour that the Dook Snook 
has been appointed editor of Larks! 
is, of course, » myth. We pity His 
Grace's chronic ooflessness sincerely, but we really could not from 
any motives of charity interfere with the successful course our 
mammoth ha’penny comic is pursuing. 


Messrs, GURDEN AXD Co., the Proprietors of Sloper's Pills, 
have just ted a rattling fine cup to The De Laune Harriers, 
who, Ry, the way, hang out at Kennington. According to Mr. 
A. B. King, one of the secretaries to the Club, the cup is creating a 
wild sensation in the district. Ro it ought. 


THE Presa for once in a way has been found napping. The way 
the police out-manceuvred it on the occasion the arrival of 
Jabex Balfour in England reflects great credit upon Scotland 
Yard. In his own defence A. SLOPER is bound to assert that he 
had nothing to do with the Press arrangements, 

s 


WE English are a patriotic nation, and it is only necessary for 
the theatrical to make some reference to “ fighting for his 
Queen and coun- am oc, 
try’ in order to + 
arouse our enthu- 

sinsm; but the i 

more we sec of Soe aie ee 
England's treat. 
ment of her old 
soldiers the more 
we are convinced 
what a thor- 
oughly thankless 
task this martial 
devotion is. Only 
the other day a 
poor old Crimean 
veteran was 


—— |tworxHouse 


refused parochial 
assistance be- 
cause, forsooth, 
he had a paltry 
yondion of a 
shillings—quite 
lipnatticiont to 
i him - of 

pe poor house, 
That such a man 
should ever have 
to appeal to the 
parish is a dis- 
grace to our army 


et beer that he tas 
si id be refused is little less than a public scandal. 


s 
Now that the air is thick with Dissolution rumours, we may ns 
well say that A. SLOPER has not the — test intention of 
nt his seat at the next General Election. No man yet born 
co posibly win it from him, and the Mildewed has resolved to 
live and die the Member for Shoe Lane. 


s 
Tootsie, Tottie, and Lardi are already well nhend with their 
rear serge for the annual seaside tour, despite Lord Bob‘s asser- 
jon that it won't run to it this year. The girls all know his 
lordship, however. and Tootsie is confident she will be able to 
wheedle him round at the final moment, 


It having been brought under A, SLOPER's notice that sundry 
of hia admirers have been backing the Skunk for the Derby, he 
wishes it to be penecell known that the noble thoroughbred will 
not be sent to Epsom this year. The next race in which he will 
Log participate in will be the Cat's Meat Stakes to be held 
ulmost immediately in the neighhourhood of Battersea. 


s 

THE world of Art is fairly humming just now, and the knights 
of the polette and maulstick are, for the time being, the lions of 
the hour. Rrey leer is 
talking pictures, and of 
exhibitions the cry is still 
t come, although never 
an ps before have there 

m 60 many shows open 

in London at the same 
time. Well, the artist isa 
struggling and deservin 
individual, as a rule, and 
no one can fairly grudge 
him an innings. 


Here's another chalk 
for the“ Haur.’UK.” We 
have just received the 
Diploma and Silver Gilt 
Medal awarded to us bs the 
Leecposition Internationale 
du Licre et dea Indust rica 
du Pupier, held in Paris 
last year, Tocelebrate the 
honours thus showered 
upon usa shrimp tea will 
be given at Mildew Court 
shortly. The list of guests 
is now being peieered. 
The invited will be ur- 
sently requested not to 
pring ~ winkles with 
them. The idea is to make the function purely shrimps. 


s 
THOSE financially interested iu the ginger-beer industry need 
have no cause for uneasiness. We have the fullest authority fur 
stating that the Hon. Billy has decided to maintain his old allegi- 
unce to that refreshing beverage during the coming summer. 


day. 
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19th May, 1847.—James Carter, the “ Lien King,” dic this 
20th May, 1887.—A news wel pad of this date says: « p; 
r 


side men will not, if they can help it, recover a body rth 
river, for they have to lose a ef work, sometimes rat the 
receive amounts varying from a shilling to three shilling, 
It is a fact well-known to all coroners, that bodies bea 


are recoy, 
and sent adrift again, the finders being disinclined to ae . 
dus's work, amounting sometimes to xeven or eight shillings soil 


receive ouly three shillings ; and the payments vary to such 

extent in different coronial districts that a body found close tu 11" 
shore of one county will be towed miles across the river tous 
opposite county, where an extra shilling is paid for ‘ finding air} 
carrying.’ ” Be 


2list May, 18€9.—A newsja 
Ofticisl nc the Morgue was engag , 
preparing it for chemical inspection and analysis, when his ki, 
slipped and gashed three fingers of his left hand. The man hij in 
be taken to the Hotel Dieu, where he is now attended by the l 
physicians, Such accidents are rare at the Morgue, as all 11 
attendants are skilled anatomists, and the prog: the case j. 
watched with the greatest interest by medical men.” ' 


22nd May, 1882.—The new bell, “Great Paul,” for s 
Paul's Cathedral, weighing seventeen tons, which was cist rat 
Loughborough, arrived this day at its destination, after havins 
been eleven days on the journey of 112 miles by road. i 


23rd May, 1622.—The earliest printed London P 
io she Werhlg News, by Naihantel Butler, dated this ww 


24th May, 1763.—Boswell thus describes Dr. J. D 
Appearance when he tirst visited him on this day : “His oo 
of clothes looked very rusty ; he had on a little, old, shrivelled 
unpowdered wig, which was too small for his head ; his shirt-neci, 
and knees of his breeches were loose, his black worsted stockin.; 
oo up, and he had a pair of old unbuckled shoes by way of 
slippers.” : 


th May, 1882.—The St. Gothard'’s Tunnel banquet took 
place this day at Milan. Two heavy trains passed through the 
tunnel from Lucerne to Milan in twelve hours, 


—_—_——- 


A PRACTICAL JOKE. 


Tt was only a practical joke, and silly as practical jokes invari. 
ably are, but it has brought about a coolness between an otherwise 
estimable young couple that would be quite gracefully appreci:tel 
this stuffy weather if it wasn't so deucedly psec Oy t came 
about something in this order : 

Last Saturday morning, young Bill Steggchipples took his best 
girl—Annie, her name is, and she's as sweet as golkien syrup—dowin 
to the Registrar's office, and they were made one. Swore tu love, 
honour, obey—sickness and in health—use the sanie tooth brush, and 
all that—oh, you know! Well, by preconcerted arrangement, Jim 
Rickstraddles and his best giri—Rosina they call her, and she can 
knock spots off a jar of honey—were there for the same purpose, 
When it was all over, and they'd settled * with the old bluke and 
given the clerk half dollar for himself, for wishing ‘em long life 
and other doubtful benefits, Bill up and onyt “Look here, lets do 
the thing up proper by all goin’ down to Brighton together--all in 
#. bloomin’ row—and come back to-night by the last train.” ~ That's 

enough for me,” says Jim Rickstraddles ; so, after they'd had 
a round of drinks at the nearest pub., and another round in the 
railway refreshment room at London Bridge, with a couple o' them 
armour-plated sausage rolls apiece, Bill would be gallant and, out 
of compliment to Jim, escort ina—the new Mra. Rickstiaddles 
—into the train and sit beside her, whilst Jim, out of complin-nt 
to Bill, would escort Annie—the new Mra. Stegychipples—iuto the 
train and take his seat beside her. 

Pretty little four-cornered compliment, wasn't it? 

When the train got to Three Bridges the two happy bridegroon: 
hopped out to shift another glass o' bitter apiece—the brides didnt 
want any this “ go"—and Bill, always game for a lark, says to Jit:. 
“ Look here, Jim, let's take the sume seats as before, you next to mr 
missus and me next to yours, but when we enter that long tunnel 
—Brighton tunnel—we'll change places quietly and kiss the xirl-. 
There can be no harm, each kissing his own wife, and it'll take ‘em 
by surprise like!” 

So back they got into the train, both of ‘em grinning like 
Cheshire cats. When they comes to the tunnel, and the train 
rushes fairly into the darkness they did as agreed—ses, that they 
did. Lor, if you'd have heard Rosina yell you'd have thought 
she was being murdered! She yelled and struggled like » bloomin 
tigress, and, when the train rushed out into the light again, why— 
hanged if she wasn't resisting her own hubby ! 

I tell you, they did laugh—everybody did. 

Eh, what? Did I say “everybody”? Ah! 1 oughtn’t to have 
raid that, because, somehow Annie and Bill were not laughing. 
Though Annie hadn't noticed the bridegrooms changing seats =le 1 
ten right in the kissing all along, and never eo much as turned + 

ir, and— 

; Wel, all the rest of the day Bill Steggchipples wore a worried 
ook. 


STRAIGHT TIPS FOR SOCIETY PEOPLE. 


NowapDayYs One meets many china-maniacs at friends’ houses. 
It is all very well to bea connoisseur, and an interesting discus-ien 
for the dinner table may be the exact markings of your hosts 
Crown Derby or Worcester service. In cases, however, wher 
pieces of it are turned upside down to decide the point, the hasty 
or excitable should select some other piece than the mint =. 
bowl or melted butter boat—it's apt to cause the hostess tu sveu 
out loud, which isn't nice. 

If you belong to a circulating library, fix on the volume su" 
want ba (sa you go to get it: protit by the experience of an Up! 
Bedford Place young girl, who asked the library attendant to sive 
her something which he thought would suit her, and then heant 
him shout up the stondpipe: “ Wiggins, yellow book for a gris 
widow of thirty-five!” 

By the war —epeohing of Bloomsbury—there’s a rumour tht 
the bluestockings there will get less kissing than ever Us 
Seer no. The fellows say that the spectacles make their noses *v 
cold, 

Now that May is with us it is quite de rigger (French) to attent 
the May Meetings. The temperance and teetotal folks expect (? 
have a rare innings ere June sets in. Their watchwork 1+ “Ve 
bend the knee, but not the elbow,” which is precisely whit A. 
SLOPER did when he went to the Ducks with a tasting orler: 
though, nfter all, it’s beastly greedy, sucking it up with a st 
through the bunghole. ; 

This is the season of the year when it is not all gold that glitter 
Certainly uot. A healthy grease spot on your dearest friewtt * dress 
wiil be seen further, und atford you more satisfaction to the <0" 
inch, thin @ whole waggonload of dismunds that belong tv * 
stranger, 

—_——@—___—— 


Every Wednesdny. Twopence- 


JUDY. 


Best Artists. Best Authors. 
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NESTERS AND NESTORS. 
~ (A Bad Roy's Ballad.) 
[The L.C.C has just male a byec-law prohibiting bird’s-nesting in tue Parks. 
Comnnur, ete.) 


YERE's n pretty 
sort of fing, 
Yere's them 
L.C.C. chaps 
Goes and has a 
frightful tling, 
Quite  upeettin 
we chaps, 
Once in Commons 
and in Parks 
(Which we was 


lively larks 
Clymin’ trees 
and nestin’, 


hibitid, 
This L.C.C., it 
seems to me, 
Will stop a 
cove'’s umuse- 
ment, 


A'‘all, theayter, or a tree 
It tinks is for its views meant. 
Done to purtect the birds?) Oh, yua! 
We knows all that there cokum ! 
Well, look yere, for inxnulting us 
That C.C. should pick okum ! 
That placard made us fewm, it did, 
Bird's-nesting is prohibitid, 


——_$ 


AN INCIDENT. 


been 
Am 


portance, 

It was understood 
that the formation 
of «a Slumpton 
Vioneer Club would 


Sluupton felt that 
it had « future before 


t. 
The long-expected 
evening came at last, and it wasa huge and excited crowd that surged 
round the doors a full hour or so before the time of opening. 
The little hall was packed as full ne a third-class railway carriage 
nacheap excursion, aud by the time a stamping of hob-nailed 
laimed the adver. 


‘el to say nothing of the less aristucratic portions of the 


yore serious 
The lad 
he lady i 


a 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 36—THE Haur-Moox GIRL. 


THE moon looked 
down on Dulwich 
town, 

And her face assumed 
an angry frown. 
“Once in every 

month,” said she, 

“Tam just as full as 
full can be, 

But it makes me mad 
with rage to see 
An_earthly HaAtr- 

Moon beating me ! 
Gazing down on 
Dulwich town, 
My eyes may well 
be dimm and 


du 

And ‘almost blind 
with tears, to tind 
A Half-Moon there 


an 
Dlinked 
And the face of Mars with a smile was pinked, 
And all the atars made more or leas 
Of a mock nt the poor old moon's distress, 
And prayed that the moon (and so prar we !) 
ht for years eclipsed by the Hal «Moon be, 
For Dulwich, blest with a girl so fine 
fo draw good custom, and draw good wine 
For dainty dude and love-lorn loon, 
daily boast of a futi Half-Moon ! 


on from a travelling show into even the eighteen-penny— 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 


419 Govan STREET, SOUTH SIDE, GLascow, 
May &h, 1895. 

Dear 81R,—Many thanks for the “ Award of Merit,” which 1 
received all right. I may state that I have it hanging up in the 
most popular football nnd professional resort in the city of Glasgow 
—tiz., Mr. J. W. Chrichton's, Elephant and Castle Bar, 30 Stock- 
well Street, Glasgow. J eat for my photo on Friday last. I «hall 
not be able to send you one before Monday or Tuesday. Many 
thanks for past favours, Allow me to remain, yours faithfully, 


Tommy GILMOUR, 
ee 


SLOPER'S ANCESTORS. 
No. 81.—VILLiezrs DE VERDIGRIS SLOPER. 
Born, 1630. Killed in a brawi, 1673. 


by the crafty Puritan 
ry. who, during the reign of the Protector, had 


go unpunished, even had not family taste for gore revolted at such 
a wasted opportunity. The first care of Villier« de Verdigris, there- 
fore, when he returned triumphant at the Restoration, was to 
obtain the arrest of his relative and get him turned off with the 
emallest amount of delay. His thirst for vengeance thus appeased 
he felt that he had done his duty to himself aud society, aud 
settled down to what enjoyment he could derive from his long- 
deferred opulence. 

And Villiers de Verdigris soon found that he wanted every 
stiver. He was in high favour at Court, the boon companion of 
Rochester, Buckingh»m, and other dissolute rewés who shared the 
orgies of Merry Monarch. Aminadab Waterbury had care- 
fully husbanded the estate with Puritanical caution, but Villiers 
de Verdigris scattered the guineas with - lavishness that soon 
began to make a hole in his coffers. The King, too, as soon as he 
had exhausted the patience of the Parliament by his continued 
requests for oof, began to borrow of Villiers de Verdigris, a 
proceeding that rapidly compelled the baron to go to the Jews, a 
course from which the estate never afterwards recovered, and the 
gradual decline of the family fortune can be clearly traced. 

Villiers de Verdigris, in point of fact, was a hardened profligate. 
He was fortunate in winning the hand of a wealthy bi but his 
numerous infidelities soon brought about a coldness, and the Lady 
Villiers de Verdigris snutfed it from a broken heart, after a brief 
period of married misery. 

Villiers de Verdigris, however, continued his dissolute career 
unchecked. Utterly unscrupulous, he was the right hand man of 
Charles in all that licentious monarch’s most shady transactions. 

His end was a just and fitting one. A tavern orgie, in which the 
King and his half-drunken suite were engaged, ended in a free 
fight. Villiera de Verdigris drew his rapier in defence of his Roval 
master, but the wine fumes had fuddled his brain, and an 
bully spitted him in 2 couple of pasees. 


(Te be continued next week.) 


A BIRTHDAY WISH. 


Wis clear ones around thee unite, 
And countless good wishes are thine, 
1 would claim, as a true friend, the right 
To beg your acceptance of mine. 
For, though distant—far distant—I be, 
And would write what I gladly would say, 
Yet my heart and my thoughts are with thee—. 
Many happy returus of the day ! 


May the clouds that have shadowed the past 
Be dispelled by the future's bright sun, 
And a happier far than the last 
Be thy life-year this morning begun. 
May the joys of existence be thine, 
Its sorrows and cares far away ; 
And may Heaven grant this fond wish of mine— 
Many happy returns of the day ! 


May the year be a season of pence, 
® Its pleasures unmingled and pure : 
Each day may thy friendships increase, 
And t M4 fovs (if thew hast them) be fewer! 
May Health and Content thee attend, 
For Heaven's dearest blessings are they ; 
And may God, in His providence, send 
Many happy returns of the day ! 
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KOMICALITIES AT KEMPTON, 


A HECTIC tlush of excitement encrimsoned the beautiful girl’s 
classic features and spoke volumes for the emotion that 
battled within her brenst. (Had she belonged to the other sex 
they'd have ascribed it to drink, but—that is another story.) With 
voice slightly heightened, she still _—— the argument she was 
holding with her maternal mother, despite that hidy's ill-concealed 
displeasure. 

“ And pray. mamma, why masn't I go?" 

“ Because, Julia, Kempton Park racecourse, though a delightful 
resort enough to those who are properly chaperoned, ix not the 

place for a girl of eighteen to journey to alone, Had there have 
a alittle party going, or a coach or landau, it would have been 
quite another matter, but your papa is going down ‘on his own,’ 
as he himself expresses it, and cannot even take you, much as he 
might otherwise have liked to.” 

ulia's lovely nostrils quivered like a blanc-mange in a thun- 
derstorm, 

“That's just it!” she cried, ‘it is only on account of papa's 
contemplated action, which you probably consider ridiculous, that 
you won't let me go. But [ will go—e'en if | have to walk, for I 
muat be there to sve papa do it; it will be the funniest sight of the 
yenr—won't the crowd roar. tno!” 

* Pray, miss, to what do you refer?” 

“To what papa's going to do—l overheard him telling Mr. 
Whangmiftit. 

“ Aud it is—?” 

“Why, he's going to put his shirt—an extra one, no doubt—on 
a horse called Ravensbury. Fancy a horse, you know, in a 
starched and glazed ——" 

Bet, with a loud and expensive crash, Julia's swooning mamma 
fell across a richly-gilt dwarf jardiniere, bringing it and « tine 
specimen of re: Asmlathus, or rose of Jerusalem, tu the ground, 
and ruining both hupelessly. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Rorren Roe: That ofa palo herring. 

“BLoop "-thiraty : Gay Lothario longing for a drink. 

GEOGRAPHICAL Mem.—Fin-landers : Successful nnglers, 

THE Champion-ship.”— An “ocean greyhound" which has 

broken the record. 

RETURNING to Clay : The broken-down masher who has had to 
eell his meerechaum. : 

A Bap Beginning: Schoolbey starting to spell “ phthisis" with 
a“t.” 

Distincuistt between the leading juror and one-third of the 
panel.—Foreman of the Jury : Four-men of the Jury. 
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AUNT MACPHERSON’S MONEY. 


“zs, Uk good deal shea, zat id Sandy Macph 

gs, I knowa eal about you,” sa’ ly Macpherson, 
as he coolly lit a cigar and took a sip of the wi e which te has 
ordered. “A good deal, 

my good man, and some 
of it not very much to 
your credit.” 

“Curse you!" muttered 
John Murray, “Am I 
never to live down my 
one mistake?" 

“There was nae mis- 
take about it, ene far ns 
your share o' the busineas 


was . You did 
it a’ bravelr—yeo nwa’ 
wi’ the siller. e@ min. 


take was in their no 
catching you before you 
awa’ 


got . 

“ And who told you all 
about it, for I don't re- 
member you being mixed 
up in my business when [ 
was in tis 

“Wha would you think 
it was, now /" 

"t ask questions, 
old man, tell me?" 

“Well, it was Count 

utant.” 


“ And what reason had 
Count Flautant to tell 
you) belle ithe people in 

e wor! « ” 

“Oh, bak discussing There was nae mistake about it. 

a bit of business—the appointment of a manager of the Soldada 
mine. I was in favour y etearariae! a man with excellent cre- 
Aentials as to character—the Count insisted on appointinga Martin 
Sylvester, by preference, because, as he remarked, ‘he had him 
under his thumb.’ And then he told me all about a certain Juhu 
Murray and a certain chejue.” 

“Count Flautant ix a scoundrel,” sail Martin Sylvester. 

é “1 have nae doubt o't. Nae doubt in the least,” said Sandy. 

An’ birds o'a feather aye flock tugether. That was maybe why 


you got the job. 

o Cook here, old man, I don’t know who the devil you are, but 
you know too much about my attnirs. We are not in England 
now, and—.” He put his hand into a side pocket, and, glancing 
up, found himself looking into the barrel of a neat revolver. 

“I've got the bulge on you, I believe, Martin Sylvester or John 
Murray, whichever you care to be called, au’ it you don't take your 


Looking into the barrel. 


revolver out by the barrel and lay it on the table there, I'll fill you 
full of lend. Down with that pistol! That's a good boy,” ax‘? 
Sandy as the pistol was down with an impatient gesture. 
“But you shouldn't be so careless; it might go off flinging it 
about that way. So you have been under Count Flautant's thumb?" 

“I am under Count Flautant’s thumb no longer.” said John 
Murray, sullenls, an’ I would like to know who the dence you are.” 

“ You're not under the Count's thumb, are you not?” 

“No; I had that cursed cheque from him by the mail a fort- 
night ago, and I burned it—the only bit of evidence against me.” 

“ Doubtless you gave some consideration for it?” 

“Well, L did and I did not. But it is no business of yours.” 

“1 am afraid it is some business of mine—because, you see, Lam 
Sandy Macpherson, part owner of the Solddo mine.” 

“What! you're old Scottie they talk abuut in these parts? Well, 
youare - —— man, that is all that : 

tit.” . 


1s 3 


“1 am not so sure about that.” 
said Sandy, dryly. “You did not 
get that old cheque for nothing, I 


suppose? At any rate I'm going to 
have a look at the old hole just to 
see if all is right.” 

“By Jiminey! but I'll go with 
you, just to see how a man looks 
when he realizes that he has lost all 
that he has in the world.” 

“It's just — I haena lo-t 
all 1 have in the world,” said Sandy, 
dryly; “on’ if I thought you wer: 
disposed to be an honest Scot, an’ 
regretted your ill-doin’, I'll no say 
but I have as much as could help 
you into better ways.” 

“Thank you, Mr, Macpherson,” 
said John Murray. “That cheque 
busines: was my only slip. [ have ;, 
been tighting an honest fight till \\\ 
ten months ago——” 

“And then?” 

“Well, then—I don't see why I 
ehould not tell you now—Count 
Flautant brought up that cheque 
business once rig ig gs threatened! 
me with ruin if I did not do as he 
wished me. If I did what he wished 
he was to give me back the cheque 
anda pu! of £1,000." 

j % loubt it was not an honest 
fa 


“hank you, Mr. Macpherson.” 


“Yes, you are quite right there, it was not an honest job.” 
“ But you earned your reward!" 
“T did, and—honrstlr.” 

(Zo be continued next week.) 
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THB “F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY 


No, 377. -Mr. W. i. DEARLOVE, F.0.5. 

“Ts an ornament to the Theatrical Workl. Can write ® 
comedy, tragedy, or drama as casily amd with as great gusto ag 
he can imbibe Seutch whisky. Can manage theatrical 
companies as well as George Kealwanles, Can give Sir 
Augustus Harris points aud « beating in the matter of staging 
plays. Could no doubt act as well as Henry Irving, would time 
permit him to indulge in the luxury of actin. Is known all 
over Englaml, Will probably soon be as well known all over 
the workd. Will invade Lowlon at an carly date, Londoners 
will doubtless greet him with open arms Gaietly because be 
is a successful theatrical manager and author be was created 
F.08,, and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presente] tu him June 
18th, 1894." — Debrets Improved, 


Barber, 1 don't think in all my professional experience I ever 
pasved a razor over a temlerer skin than yours, sir. 

Customer (who has been searified), H-m, you ought to know, 
considering you've got the best part of it. 


This gentleman objects to anv liquor but water, aml yet 
doesnt mind standing inside public houses during a shower — 
without ordering anything. ° 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


CRUSHED. 


—~—_ 
he's xo troublesome, 


Felton. Passenger, Tshall have much pleasure, maria, 
iu opening the window, 


AWAY 
RN 
—— 

New Man (to thick-skinned lads friend, who does 
mind a bit), No, Matilda; Tecan never consent to — 
down that street ; such things ought nut to be allowes 
in public—take me away. 


Fitzspoof, TV uwlerstam! that you are returning to town by the 5.30 train, Miss Trotter. 
Miss Trotter, Yer, quite correct, 

Fitzspoof, Soam ft. We can share the same carriage, i 

Miss Trotter (coldly). Thanks; I'd rather uot. J vever travel third class. 


STREET ACQUAINTANCES. No. 6.—THE ’BUS-SQUASHER. 


“an 
fi 
Wh 


\ 


The fat man whore superficial area ix xo elephantine, that he occupies nearly the whole of the box-seat of the omnibus, leaving 
his fellow-yassenger, at the finish, in the condition uf a squashed sardine. 


A PARACOX. 


GIRLS CILLY’S PROPOSED TO. 


BUT SHE WOULDN'T. 


Billy is no judge of character. With a little 
attention he might have been sueces-ful here, 
but he blurted ont his pas-ion the second time 
they met and frightencd the poor girl off 
completely, 


Mamma. Ut grieves we bitter'y, Tommy, to have to 
vha-tive you, 
Tommy, Well, mamma, suppose Loverlook it this time. 


Light Porter, V shontdu't mind it: making me <0 Bra 
lady —only, don't you see, it do make me 50 dry. 


London: Frinted by Dauzini. & Co., at the Camden Pres, 110 High Strect, N.W., and Publihed by the Proprictor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “ The Sleperies," 99 Shoe Lane, Ficet Strect, E.C.—-Saturlay, May 13, 1895. 
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(Saturday, May 18, 1895, 


on earth tu lo with hat, 


